pick me up and take me home by car on his way back tq^
barracks.    Among our gay companions at that time was '
Lord   Latham,   and   several   times   he   and   Philip   and
others would stop at Buck's Club, pick up a hamper of
chicken, fruit, champagne, et cetera, and we would all roar
down to the cottage and get Mother out of bed to act as
hostess.   We would spread our feast al fresco over the dining-
room table under the lamp with the silk fringe that hung
from the ceiling.

One night we gave her a real surprise. We all arrived
without warning, as usual, and routed her out of bed.
Down she came, and we had supper. Suddenly she realized
there was a stranger in our midst and that we were calling
him "Sir." Her gaze shot down the table, past his face,
and fixed itself on my delighted grin; I nodded. I knew
she had recognized the Prince of Wales. She then switched
her gaze to Philip, and he smiled broadly. She was a,,
triumph in her attempt to carry everything off without
comment, and when the party was over, and as we stood at
the gate saying good night, the Prince stretched out his hand
to her. She curtsied and said, "Goodnight, Your Highness."
I thought of those earlier days in Clapham: of how she had
always soared above debt and constant orders to dispossess.
I put my arm around her as we went upstairs to peek at
Pamela, and as I slipped into bed I grinned at her and said,
"What about cousin Ruby now, darling?"

Andre Chariot was planning a new revue to be called
A to Z, in which Beatrice Lillie was to star with Jack
Buchanan, Teddy Gerrard, and the Trix Sisters. I went
down to the cottage to be with my baby and the family until
something new should come along for me. Suddenly I got
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